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	1. Chapter 1

_Disclaimer: This story is written for entertainment purposes only. The only characters I own so far are Steph and Ryan._

_Authors Note: This is a rewrite of Not What You Think. I've changed some parts, mainly because I don't think I have portrayed Mrs Black very well, I think Bellatrix was unrealistic, and I wanted to give a bit more insight into the some of the background characters._

_Almost all we know about Regulus Black from the Harry Potter books comes from Sirius and Kreacher. From what Sirius says, it is clear that his relationship with his brother was not a good one, so is what is said actually the truth? How well did he know his brother and did Regulus keep secrets from him? What if Regulus actually had the same views as Sirius? This tells the story of life in the Black family from Regulus's point of view from ages nine to twelve. First in series (next story is ages 13-16)._

_This story is AU because of Regulus's views, and because Narcissa and Andromeda are younger than their cannon ages. I wanted them to attend Hogwarts with Sirius and Regulus to make the story more interesting. This first chapter is set around the spring before Sirius goes to Hogwarts. Bella is 18 nearly 19, Andromeda is 15, Sirius is 11, Narcissa is 10 and Regulus is 9. All nick names in this chapter are those used by Regulus, not by Sirius. The names change according to who is speaking._

**Chapter One: Regulus Meets A Mudblood**

I tried not to react as Cissy's new shoes collided with my shin. I knew it had been her because she was trying to suppress a giggle, and Sirius couldn't reach that far. I glanced under the table to take a look, but I couldn't tell whether she'd made a mark or not because of my trouser leg. It actually hurt a lot, but I didn't say anything. I didn't want Bella to call me a baby again.

We were supposed to be sitting quietly at the dinner table, as Mother had said it was a special occasion. Mother, Father, Sirius and I had all been invited for dinner at our cousins' house to celebrate Bella's recent engagement to Rodolphus Lestrange. Bellatrix wasn't exactly happy about everyone getting together just to talk about the marriage. I wasn't happy about the marriage at all.

"He's slow, ugly and has no heart whatsoever, but if he's pureblood and it stops my Mother complaining about me not finding a husband then he'll do," Bella had said to me once in private. That had been in her sixth year, when they'd only just started 'dating'. Bella had said she'd only said yes to him to make him stop pestering her, but by the end of the year they were happily in love (well that's what Bella had said anyway). I, on the other hand, had never liked Lestrange and never would.

Right now, Sirius, Narcissa and I were getting bored waiting for my Aunt's house elf to return with pudding. Since we weren't even of Hogwarts age yet, none of us were allowed to talk unless we were asked a question. This meant that there was nothing to do except listen to the grownups conversation.

"The Lestranges are very high up in the Ministry, aren't they?" my Father commented. This wasn't really a question since Father worked in the same department as Rodolphus's father, and the grownups had been discussing how 'wonderful' the Lestranges were since half way through our starter.

"Yes, and I've heard Rodolphus is following in his Father's footsteps," my Aunt replied. "He's only 19 and he's already landed himself an office job in the Department of Magical Defence."

Aunt Druella then went on another rant about how 'amazingly' talented he was. I looked across the table at Bella, who looked like she was ready to murder her mother. Meanwhile, Andromeda looked extremely uncomfortable and was probably desperately hoping that my Aunt wouldn't mention Rabastan again. Rabastan was Rodolphus's sadistic younger brother, and my Aunt thought it would be 'an absolutely wonderful idea' to set him up with her other daughter.

As if on cue, an elderly House Elf tottered into the room carrying a tray laden with bowls of strawberry meringue. A second, younger Houser Elf stood behind with another tray: this one with an ornate glass pitcher of white, sparkling wine and five wine glasses. Aunt Druella paused in her conversation to acknowledge them before continuing to talk whilst the House Elves laid the table. I waited until everyone had been served before tucking in.

Cissy was the first to finish and quietly raised her hand.

"Yes, Narcissa," said her Father.

"Please may I leave the table, Father?"

"Yes of course dear. Run along and play with your cousins," he said kindly. "And you too, Andromeda."

The four of us got down from the table and left the grownups in the dining room to discuss weddings and politics, and to eat their puddings at snail's pace. Cissy ran straight up towards the Nursery, which was full of porcelain dolls, dolls' houses, and pink, frilly things. Sirius followed her upstairs, which left me alone with Andromeda.

Andromeda was fifteen and a fourth year at Hogwarts. However, she was here for the Easter Holidays. She was my favourite cousin to talk to, especially since she had started Hogwarts and new lots of spells. She also liked to read, which was one of my favourite hobbies – other than drawing. Sometimes we could sit next to each other for hours just reading. Cissy was friendly, but a bit too talkative and far too girly.

"Do you want to go for a walk?" she asked me. "The others won't be done talking for ages yet so we've got plenty of time."

"Yeah, OK."

Andromeda popped her head back around the door to the dining room. "Father, is it alright if I go out for a while," I heard her ask.

"Yes of course dear, but will you take the boys with you so that we may enjoy some peace and quiet?"

"Yes Father."

…..

Five minutes later, we were out of the house and heading down the main road. Earlier we had gone upstairs to look for Sirius, but had found only Cissy, who had been sitting quietly brushing the hair of one of her favourite dolls. She had said that Sirius had gone off to explore the attic and that he wouldn't want to come anyway.

"So where are we actually going?" I asked my cousin. I had assumed we would be going to the park, but we were heading in the complete opposite direction. If Andromeda didn't turn off soon we'd be in the muggle district. I didn't mind muggles: Sirius had taken me to a different park to the usual one once and there had been some muggles there. They had been fun to play with until one of the muggle boys had asked me what my favourite 'TV program' was. I hadn't known what they'd meant (and I still didn't), and the boy had laughed at me.

"Well I'm supposed to be meeting my boyfriend and his cousins in a few minutes. Are you alright to come too?"

"I think so," I replied. "Do you not want me to come?" I asked. Meeting with her boyfriend sounded like it ought to be private.

"No, I wanted you and Sirius to meet him. He's called Ted and he said he has a little cousin your age that he'd like you to meet. I planned the meeting to coincide with you visiting us," said Andromeda.

"But what if Uncle Cygnus had said you weren't allowed out?" I asked.

"Father almost always trusts me enough to let me do what I want. And if he hadn't let me, Ted would understand."

"What's he like? Is he scary like Rodolphus is?" I asked. Once when I was four, he had locked me in a cupboard with a Boggart, which had turned into an Inferus. I still had nightmares about it sometimes.

"Who, Ted?" she asked.

"Yeah," I confirmed.

"No, he's really nice. He's not scary at all. I think you'll like him actually."

"Cool."

"Oh, and another thing. Erm, Ted's not exactly a pureblood," added Andromeda.

"You're dating a Half-blood? But Auntie and Uncle and Bella will hate him! And Mother won't even let half-breeds through the door, even if they're from the Ministry of Magic," I said.

"Um… well… Ted's not a Half-blood either. He's Muggleborn."

"What? But Bella said that Mudbloods were evil, scary mud people. She said that was why they were called Mudbloods, because they had had mud instead of blood. Why are you dating a mud person?"

"Reggie, first of all, don't call them Mudbloods. It's rude. And secondly, don't believe everything my sister tells you because she makes most of it up," Andromeda said in an exasperated tone.

"So they don't live in swamps then?"

"No! They're no different to us. They're just wizards with muggle parents so they don't know as much about wizarding culture that's all."

We rounded the corner and saw two boys about Andromeda's age wearing muggle clothing, and a smaller girl beside them. Andromeda ran and hugged one of them, who had brown hair and blue eyes.

"Hello, sorry I've only just escaped from dinner. By the way this is my cousin, Reggie."

"Hi, I'm Ted Tonks," said the brown haired boy, holding out his hand. I shook it, and noticed that it was clean and soft like mine, with not a trace of mud on it. "These are my cousins, Ryan and Stephannie," he continued, pointing at the other two.

I stuck out me hand for them to shake, which they did. Both of them had very dark brown hair, but while Ryan's was cut short in the same style as Ted's, Stephannie had hers in two long plaits. They both had the same blue eyes and the same shaped nose as Ted did.

"Hi, I'm Regulus," I said, even though Andromeda had already introduced me using the nickname Reggie: usually only family or very close friends called me that.

"I'm Ryan," said Ryan.

"Hi, I'm Stephannie, but you can call me Steph if you like," said the girl. "Do you want me to call you Reggie or Regulus?"

"Er, Reggie," I said, since she'd already said I could shorten her name.

"Come on, follow me. We'll go to my place 'cos it's nearer," Ryan said.

Andromeda and I walked followed the two boys through the muggle streets. As we got further from home, the streets became narrower, and the houses became shorter and thinner. There were also more muggle children playing in the streets. They didn't really look any different to wizards and, if I hadn't known that this was a muggle neighbourhood, I would have thought that they were wizarding children like I was. When I mentioned this Andromeda just looked exasperated and told me that the only difference between muggles and wizards was that muggles were unable to do magic. After that I didn't say anything.

When we reached Ryan's house, he led us up the garden path before letting himself and the rest of us in. I took off my shoes and left them by the door like everyone else had and then stared around at the hallway in amazement. The walls were painted a light blue colour, like the sky, and the floor was covered by a soft, darker blue carpet. That wasn't particularly remarkable. What were odd were the pictures all over the walls. The first of which was a picture of two people, whom I presumed were Ryan and Stephannie's parents, wearing wedding outfits. Another showed the same man, this time lot younger, wearing rather odd-looking, black robes, and a peculiar, square-shaped hat (I guessed this was some kind of muggle fashion). However, instead of waving at me they just stood there smiling – silent and rigid like statues.

"Why are they so still?" I asked.

Andromeda sighed and shook her head, willing me to shut up. Ryan just looked confused.

"Muggle photographs don't move like wizarding ones do," Ted answered eventually.

"What? Not at all? But don't the people in the picture get bored being stuck in the same position?"

"No, our photos just capture the exact moment when the picture is taken. When I first went to Hogwarts I was really confused that the pictures in the photographs on the chocolate frog cards moved. And I nearly jumped out of my skin when one of the portraits started talking." I found that hard to believe. At home all the portraits talked to me all the time. Maybe muggle portraits were as still as muggle photographs were.

I followed them upstairs. When we reached the first floor landing they stopped and Ryan opened the door to a room with bright red wall paper. I was shocked at how many toys there were. There was a dolls' house (a lot less fancy than Cissy's but still obviously recognisable as one); what appeared to be a very loopy and dangerous miniature road with pretend muggle cars on it (some of which were upside-down); a huge marble run taking up a quarter of the room, and lots of tiny multi-coloured bricks all over the floor. Mother would have gone berserk at me if I'd made a mess like that.

"Sorry about the mess. I was playing with the Lego earlier and I didn't know anyone was coming over." I presumed that "Lego" meant the bricks, for they looked like the thing that had most recently been played with. I wasn't sure what to say, so I didn't say anything. Steph asked me if I wanted to play and I said yes. We started building a castle.

Steph hadn't actually got enough 'Lego' or starting base to build a castle like Hogwarts, so we built a simple castle with four turrets in a square shape.

"Have you ever been to a castle?" Steph asked.

"No, but my brother Sirius is going to one to learn magic in September. I wish I could go too," I said. It wasn't the fact that Sirius would be learning magic when I wasn't that bothered me. It was the thought of being left alone in the lonely big house while Sirius got to make loads of new friends and play Quidditch that had me longing to go with him.

"Learn magic eh? My Mum told me magic wasn't real but I didn't believe her!" said Steph. Evidently Ted had kept his mouth shut about magic to the rest of his family.

"Well I think wizards try to keep it secret. I don't really know why," I said.

"Why you telling me then?" she said laughing.

"My cousin Bella says I shouldn't be talking about magic to muggles – non magical people – but my other cousin, Andy, says I shouldn't listen to what Bella says, so I'm doing the opposite of what Bella says from now on," I said. The idea was pretty funny, but then I realised that what Bella says might be based on what Mother says, in which case it would be very bad idea indeed.

"So, what else do you know about the castle then? Is it like this one?" I looked at the red, yellow, blue and green striped, four-walled, miniature castle. It looked nothing like the pictures of Hogwarts that Andy and Bella had shown me.

"No, it's bigger," I said.

"Obviously."

"Well, I've never been to it, but I've read all about it in 'Hogwarts: A History'. That's a big book about the school. The great hall has the ceiling charmed to look like the sky and it's absolutely immense," I said. Steph looked impressed. "If you like, I'll lend you it – the book I mean, not the hall," I added, as I looked at the expression on Steph's face. "If Andromeda brings me again, I'll bring it with me and you can read it."

"Thank you. So will you miss your brother when he goes there?"

"Yeah. We don't get on all the time, but when he plays with me it is fun," I said. I'd only just met her, so I didn't tell her how Sirius always blames me whenever anything goes wrong, how even if Sirius does get the blame, I still get punished after, or that Sirius thinks I am "weak, stupid, and a baby". I'm none of those things – well at least I don't _think _I am.

Just then, a woman who looked a lot like Steph and her brother entered the room.

"Stephannie, I'm just putting tea on. Can you _please_ tidy up that _awful_ mess, because I need to Hoover in here," she said. "Oh, hello, who's this?

"Reggie," I said.

"Oh. Are you related to Andromeda by any chance?" she asked. People usually said that Andromeda and I looked alike. I didn't really think we did: she had brown hair, whilst I had black hair. Our eyes were also different colours. However everyone would say that our facial features were very similar.

"Yeah, she's my cousin," I replied.

Steph's mum didn't seem to have any problem with having to cook for uninvited guests, which I found odd. Steph and I chucked all the unused Lego into a box and then shoved it all under the bed. After we had done this, a strange loud noise started up. I jumped and clutched Stephannie in fright, but I managed to stop myself from screaming as the noise grew louder.

"Don't worry, it's just the Hoover," she told me, laughing.

"The what?" I asked. I'd never heard of a hoover before.

"Hoover. It's for cleaning," she said, pointing over at her mother. Her mother appeared to be standing next to a strange red monster with a very long, black nose, to which she had attached a pole with a brush on the end of it. I presumed the loud noise was because the creature did not want the pole to be attached to its nose.

"Don't you have a house elf to do that?" I asked, staring confusedly at Steph's mother's rather odd cleaning methods. Surely it would have been a lot simpler to use a broom or a mop, or whatever it was that Kreacher normally used to clean the floors with.

"House elf? I thought they were pretend. I've got a book all about them though."

"Oops. I thought everyone had house-elves," I said.

We looked at Steph's picture book with the house-elves in it. There were also fairies, leprechauns, pixies and mermaids in it too, and Steph said I could borrow it if I wanted. I said yes. It would be interesting to compare what wizards and muggles thought about magical creatures.

Soon it was time for tea. Steph's mum had made sausages, beans and some yellow, smiley-face shaped things. Ryan told me they were made of potato, like chips. I ate the sausage and beans, which were really nice, but then I was left with smiling faces, which I really didn't really want to cut into. Steph plonked hers in a blob of red sauce, so that redness came through the eyes and mouth. I imagined it was Cissy's face with blood coming out, and it made me feel sick. I didn't eat any more.

After eating, Andromeda took me home to her house again. Uncle Cygnus answered the door and led us into the drawing room where Aunt Druella, Bella, Cissy and my father were sitting drinking tea. Cissy also had a plate full of jam-laden scones, which nobody seemed bothered about. No one said where Mother was, but they didn't need to – I could hear her yelling at Sirius for messing with things in the attic that he shouldn't have been touching. The outcome was that Sirius was to go to bed with no supper and that next time we came he wouldn't be able to go off on his own.

Cissy, who had her lips covered in cream and jam, passed me the plate and I sat down next to her. I took one of the scones and passed the plate on to Andromeda.

"Narcissa, will you please eat a little more delicately. Especially since we have company," my Aunt said.

"Yes Mother."

"And for goodness sake, sit up straight dear!" she barked.

"Yes Mother."

Just then, my own Mother entered, dragging an unhappy-looking Sirius by the scruff of the neck.

_AN: So, that's the end of the chapter. I know it's really similar to how it was before, but there were bits of my story that made no sense and that I really didn't like when looking back. I've tried to change them around. Any guesses as to what Sirius was messing with? Tell me what you think so far. How is my characterisation? _


	2. Chapter 2

_Disclaimer: I don't own the Harry Potter books and this story is just written for the fun of it. Hope you enjoy it._

**Chapter Two: Nightmares and Hospitals**

_The shops overhanging the already badly-lit, narrow street made it difficult to see far ahead, but I carried on following Bellatrix. It was raining, and both my shoes and the bottoms of my trouser legs were already soaked from the puddles that had settled in the cobbled street. I didn't know why I was following Bellatrix, only that she was moving fast and I had to keep up._

_Bellatrix stopped in front one of the shops. It was selling a selection of muggle things that I'd seen before such as a vacuum cleaner and marbles and Lego. There were also bicycles and smaller versions of muggle cars and buses – I guessed they were toy cars. _

_I followed Bellatrix into the shop, where she approached the counter. I didn't know why the shop was open (it was night time) and what Bellatrix wanted to buy – she hadn't picked anything up. I didn't even know if she knew I was watching._

_Instead of buying something, Bellatrix went behind it and grabbed the man standing there by the shoulders. She held her wand to his throat and whispered a spell. The man's body began to shake and he started to scream._

"_Stop! What are you doing, Bella?" I shouted. I didn't understand what my cousin was doing to the muggle or why._

"_Regulus? Go back home," said Bellatrix, still cursing the man._

"_No, only if you come home too. I want you to stop," I told her._

"_If you don't come home, I will have to kill this muggle in front of you," said Bella. Then she giggled. "Do you want to watch, Reggie?"_

"_No! Just stop it, Bella!" I said._

"_Alright then, Avada kedavra!" Bright green light sped from my cousins wand to the man's chest, where blood started to spurt out, as if the light had been a dagger. I had never seen the killing curse before and I knew I never wanted to see this again. _

_I felt numb, as I followed Bellatrix out of the shop and into another. This one didn't seem to sell anything recognisable. I watched as Bellatrix killed a second shop-keeper, blood spilling everywhere. I was too scared to say anything at all until she had finished and turned to face me, a huge cat-like grin on her face._

"_Why are you doing this?" I asked in a small voice._

"_Because they are muggles," Bellatrix answered. "And all muggles deserve to die."_

"_But I met some muggles today and they were nice," I told her._

"_Yes you did. And they deserve to die too," said Bellatrix._

I woke up crying. I'd had a nightmare, and I couldn't get the pictures of people covered in blood and Bella saying all 'mudbloods' should die, out of my head. I was in complete shock that I had visualised my cousin doing something so completely awful: Bella could be mean, I knew that – especially around the Rosier brothers or Macnair when they picked on Sirius and I, but I had never imagined she would kill anybody.

I untangled the bedclothes from around me, and hugged my toy dog to my chest. Sirius had given me the small, black dog for my second Birthday, and I'd named it Sirius II because it reminded me of him. I'd always thought Sirius had a dog-like personality. I was also hungry, as it was over ten hours since I had had tea at Steph's house.

I knew Mother and Father couldn't care less that I was hungry and unable to sleep, so I decided the best person to ask was Sirius. Sirius was always there for me when Mother and father weren't. I picked up Sirius II and crept silently across the room to the doorway. I quickly checked there was no one coming, before quickly dashing down the hallway to Sirius's room.

It was a few hours past midnight, so Sirius was asleep. I shook him.

"Sirius," I whispered. "Wake up!" Sirius rolled over, and pulled the duvet over his head. I hastily pulled it back down, continuing the shaking until he woke up properly.

"What!" he said, half whispering, half shouting. I was beginning to wish I hadn't bothered waking him and just asked Kreacher for some food.

"I had a nightmare Siri," I whimpered. At first he looked as if he was going to yell at me for waking him up over something so trivial, like he had the last time I'd had a fright, but then he moved over slightly and made a small space for me to sit. I climbed onto the bed next to him.

"Tell me what happened," he said. I didn't really want to think about the nightmare, but I told Sirius anyway. I leaned into his chest, and he put his arms around me. I held onto Sirius and Sirius II tightly.

"Bella was there," I sobbed, "and she was killing muggles and muggleborns and she was laughing at them. She was talking to them and doing this horrid curse that make them shake and twitch and scream and-"

"Shh, Reggie. Calm down," whispered Sirius, hugging me tightly. "She isn't doing it now, it was just a nightmare."

"But she killed them all and there was blood everywhere and she was doing that awful giggly laugh she always does when she gets you into trouble over something you didn't even do," I cried. By now I was breathing very fast and sobbing enough to make Sirius's pyjamas all wet.

"Reggie it's okay: it's not real," said Sirius. Then when I continued blubbing like a baby, he added, "please don't cry," and rocked me gently until I ceased sobbing uncontrollably.

"Please tell me it's not ever going to happen. That Bella can't ever be a killer – that she just can't be!" I said once I'd calmed down a little.

"Well, I'm not going to lie. Bellatrix isn't exactly the nicest of people, and she hates muggles," said Sirius.

"Yes, but she's our Bella. Bella that tells me stories about hopping pots and sings me to sleep when I'm upset. She can't be a killer!" I wailed. Sirius shushed me, telling me that if I didn't shut up, Mother would hear us. "She can be _mean_, but not _that_ mean!" I whispered. We sat in silence, Sirius hugging me and trying to get me to stop crying.

"I don't think your nightmare's going to come true anyway," said Sirius after a while.

"Why not?" I asked. I hoped he was going to say that Bella couldn't ever be that mean, and that this was just a silly nightmare. Instead he said something that didn't make me feel better at all.

"Well because when witches and wizards want to kill people like muggles, they use the unforgivable curses, like Avada Kedavra. That spell kills them leaving no evidence. They don't leave any marks on the bodies at all. Bellatrix wouldn't be stupid enough to leave all that blood."

I burst into tears again. Sirius was doing nothing to make me less scared that Bellatrix would one day be like that nightmare.

"Shush Reg," he said, letting go of me. "Stop being such a cry-baby. Do you _want _Mother or Father to come in and start shouting at us?"

I shook my head and hugged my toy dog tighter. Sirius was right: I was making far too much noise, and Mother would be furious if she found me up in the middle of the night.

"Sorry," he said, "I didn't mean to snap. You hungry?"

I nodded. I'd almost forgotten I was hungry until he'd said that. I'd also forgotten until that moment that Sirius hadn't been allowed to have any scones or any supper last night. "How are we going to get food Siri?"

"Follow me." Sirius got up, and went to the door. He tiptoed down the hallway, while I followed behind, trying to be as quiet as _he_ was. "Shh!" he hissed. "What do you not get about staying quiet?"

"Sorry Siri," I mumbled quietly and stopped where I was. Sirius continued walking down the hallway and down the staircase. I knew he was heading to the kitchens – that's where Kreacher would be. Kreacher was the best House Elf in the world. He would be able to make us something nice to eat, and then I could order him not to tell Mother and she wouldn't know any different. I cautiously began following again, but slipped on the newly polished floor at the top of the staircase.

I was too frightened to scream. I tumbled headfirst, scraping my tummy and elbows on each and every step until I crashed into an ornate vase on the second floor landing. I looked down. My right arm was bent at a peculiar angle, and there were pieces of glass stuck in it. When I tried to move it, sharp pain shot upwards. I cried out to Sirius, but no sound came out. Sirius glanced up at me, and then at the stop of the staircase as if to say: "Well done Reg! Surely Mother's going to kill us now." The look quickly faded though and Sirius rushed towards me.

"Reg, are you alright!" shouted Sirius, momentarily forgetting to be quiet. He knelt down beside me and stared at my arm, not wanting to touch it. There was blood seeping out from around the cuts made by the pieces of glass, now, and I was pretty sure I could see the bone. I quickly looked away from it since the sight of blood was making me feel queasy.

"What on earth are you two doing up? Get to bed at once!" shouted Father. Given all that had happened, I hadn't noticed him standing at the top of the stairs in his dressing gown. Mother was just behind him with her hair all loose and wavy instead of in its usual complicated knot. She looked as if she was going to fall asleep on her feet.

"F-father, Reg was sleep walking and he… he's really hurt," lied Sirius, pointing at me on the floor. I would have said something, but the pain was such that I could hardly talk.

"Sirius, go to bed. I'll deal with your brother," said Father. When Sirius didn't move, Father shouted at him and he grudgingly walked back up the stairs. Father walked down towards me with Mother following close behind. "Oh, Regulus, why are you so clumsy?" he sighed as he knelt down beside me.

"I didn't mean to," I sobbed, though it was true what Father had said about me being very clumsy. Only last week, I had been playing a game with Sirius and had knocked the portrait of Phineas Nigellus off the wall with my elbow. The frame of the painting had bent and the glass had fallen off it. Father had been out at work, but Mother had been furious with me and sent me to bed.

"Regulus, it's okay. Nobody is cross with you," said Father. "Now let's have a look at you."

I moved a little so that Father could see my arm. Mother gasped at the sight of it, and Father looked worried. "Can you lift it?" Father asked. I tried, but my arm hurt too much and felt like it was glued to the floor. I tried to wiggle me fingers and a wave of pain shot up my arm.

"It hurts," I whimpered. "Father, _please_ make it stop."

"I'm not sure I can: I don't want to make it worse," he told me. He then stepped back and began hurriedly whispering something to Mother. Mother whispered something back and then crouched down next to me.

"Regulus, can you stand?" she asked. I wasn't sure if I could and I didn't want to try, so I shook my head. Mother nodded and put her arms around me to try and pick me up. She got me nearly to my feet and then Father lifted my gently into the air as easily as if I was as light as a toddler.

"Okay, Regulus. I don't know how to heal you so I'm going to take you to St. Mungo's," said Father. "Do you want to floo or apparate?"

"Apparate." I'd never apparated before but it couldn't be much worse than floo powder. We had to use the floo network every time we went to Diagon Alley or any other place that we couldn't walk to, and every single time I managed to land in a heap on the floor, coughing, and covered in soot. It was most undignified.

"Alright, if you're sure." I nodded in the affirmative, and Father apparated. It was awful! I felt as if I was being squeezed and pulled in all directions, and it made my arm feel even worse than it already did. However, it was over quite quickly and before I knew it we had landed in a large, white entrance hall. I had enough time to register that we had arrived before I threw up all over Father.

Father almost dropped me, and a lady ran towards us from behind a desk in the corner.

"Oh goodness! Is he OK? Magical Bugs and Diseases is on the second floor. Would you like a map?" she said in a high-pitched squeak.

"No, I don't think we need that - it's just his first time apparating. We're actually here because of his arm," Father explained. He then cast a quick 'Scurgify' to get rid of all the mess.

The lady looked down at my blood-covered arm, which was dangling from my shoulder like a piece of wet string. "Oh, you'll need to go that way then," she said, pointing to the door on her right. "Just follow the corridor round until you get to another welcome desk. They'll show you where to go."

We did as she said and sure enough we came across another desk. A mediwitch directed us to a waiting room. This room was full of other people with much more horrific injuries than me (one had a somehow managed to get their wand stuck in their eye), and so I had to wait for ages and ages to get seen to. When I did eventually get seen to it was absolutely horrible…

After a healer called my name, I was taken into another room and Father laid me down on a bed. I was then given an everlasting lollipop and told to suck it while the healer dealt with my arm. "Here, Regulus, have this," the Healer had said. She had then gone on to add, "This might hurt a little."

It didn't hurt "a little". The Healer had to pull the glass out one piece at a time so that she could heal each one separately: "Well, if I pull them out all at once, you'll bleed to death," she had said. Blood went everywhere anyway, and by the end of the ordeal I was in tears again. After the cuts were healed, the Healer-lady bandaged up the broken arm, and gave me a couple of potions to take home to make it heal.

…..

_A/N: About Healing. I know Madame Pomfrey can mend cuts in a second and mend broken bones, but as with muggle cuts, glass has to be pulled out first by a professional, and I don't think Regulus's parents would have felt comfortable doing that. Also, this is the early 70s so healing is not the same as in the HP books – complex fractures take longer to heal than more simple broken bones. The potions I mentioned are a pain potion and a potion to heal broken bones in a couple of days. _

_In the next few chapters there is talk of Voldemort for the first time, and Regulus does a book swap. There will also be some cute pets._

_I hope you liked this chapter. If you read the previous version it should be obvious what's different. (This chapter corresponds to chapters 3 and 4.) I'd like to know what you think. Also, I found it really hard writing this from Regulus's point of view._

_If you didn't read it before, I'd still like to know what you thought. Do you like Regulus's relationship with Sirius? What about his concerns about Bella? Will the 'nightmare' come true?_


	3. Chapter 3

_Disclaimer: I do not own the Harry Potter series and that includes the Blacks, Kreacher, Diagon Alley and Evan Rosier. This has just been re-uploaded after I spotted another spelling error. _

**Chapter Three: Letters and Diagon Alley**

"It's time to wake up, Master Regulus." I woke up to see the wide eyes of my favourite House Elf, Kreacher, who had his wiry fingers resting on my uninjured shoulder. I tried to snuggle back under the covers, but Kreacher wouldn't have it. He peeled back the sheet, letting the cold air waft over me.

I tried to get up and grimaced as stabbing pains went through my arm, which was still in a bandage from yesterday. "Master Regulus needs to drink his potion," said Kreacher. "Here, Kreacher will help Master Regulus." Kreacher almost always talked in third person and he always called me "Master Regulus", even though I had been telling him it was ok to call me Reggie for as long as I could remember. (I could have ordered him to call me Reggie, but that wouldn't have been fair.)

Kreacher helped me to sit up and then magicked two pillows to prop me up against the bed frame. He then handed me two potions to drink: one was a medicine and the other was a pain relief potion. The pain potion reduced my throbbing limb to a dull ache so that it only really hurt when I moved it or poked it. Kreacher then dis-apparated to bring me breakfast. Apparently, Father had allowed me to have breakfast in bed because I was sick.

While I waited, I could hear Sirius and my father arguing outside my room. Sirius was annoyed because Father had spent most of the previous day at the hospital with me, and therefore hadn't taken him to Diagon Alley to get a new broomstick. It had been apparent for ages that Sirius was the only eleven-year-old boy without one, and Father had only recently decided that, yes, Sirius should have a broomstick too. However, because we had taken so much time at the hospital, when Father and I had arrived home from the hospital, Father had put me straight to bed and spent the remainder of the day in the study. I must have gone straight to sleep with one of the potions St. Mungo's had given me and carried on sleeping until morning because I couldn't remember anything since being put to bed.

A few minutes later, the shouting match stopped (Sirius always seemed to shout unnecessarily when he was angry, and when Sirius answered back, either Mother or Father would get more angry too). I heard Father retreat downstairs, probably to talk to Mother, and Sirius's door slam shut. I felt guilty for making Sirius so angry and hoped he wouldn't hate me.

Another minute later, Kreacher came back into my room to tell me there had been a change of plan. I needed to be up, dressed and ready to go down for breakfast with the family because we were all going out on a family outing to Diagon Alley. "Master Sirius is always getting his own way," muttered Kreacher when he had finished. Kreacher didn't really get on with Sirius because Kreacher always said that Sirius's naughty behaviour upset Mother and Sirius was always mean to Kreacher in return.

Kreacher proceeded to help me put my clothes on because it was hard to do so with only one hand and I didn't want to have to ask Mother or Father for help. They had already had to go out of their way to do things for me yesterday and I didn't want to be even more of a nuisance to them – Father had had to miss an important meeting at work because of me.

I didn't even know if my parents would want to help, as dressing was more of a servant's task than a parent's task, and I didn't want to be told off for asking. Father was always comparing me to Sirius: how clumsy I was and how much better at everything Sirius was. That was why I always tried to be good and not argue back like Sirius did. I wanted my parents to be proud of me and give me attention for good things, not shout at me like they did when Sirius was naughty. However, no matter how good I tried to be or how naughty Sirius was, Sirius was always the favourite because he was the heir.

"Thank you," I said to Kreacher. Sometimes I felt like I was the only person in the house who treated Kreacher like a person: Sirius hated him, and Mother and Father treated him like dirt, except one didn't threaten dirt or say you would chop its head off if it did the slightest thing wrong. I hated the way my parents treated the house elves. There was a collection of House Elf heads in the hallway that Mother had decapitated when they'd become too old to work – sometimes I felt sick just looking at them. I cried when Mother killed our previous one – yeah I know, it's not what Blacks were supposed to do, but I couldn't help it – I hated killing. Sirius hadn't cried, but I could tell he'd been disgusted by it all.

When dressed, I went to wash my face in the bathroom, pulling stupid faces in the mirror as always (it looked funny and it annoyed Sirius whenever he tried to get into the bathroom). The bruise on my face was a lot fainter than yesterday, thanks to the healers, but you could tell it was sore still. I then went downstairs to join my family at the breakfast table.

Sirius scowled at me when I entered the room. I knew it was because he was jealous that I got all the attention yesterday, but I couldn't really help that. I didn't scowl back, but just mouthed "I'm sorry," and hoped he understood. Sirius didn't do subtle though, so I seriously doubted he would. Father entered next and then Mother, and we sat down at the dining table. Kreacher brought in the _Daily Prophet_ and gave it to Father, who sat reading it while we waited for food. It was a Saturday, so Kreacher brought in cooked breakfast (eggs and bacon and that), and cups of tea for everyone. I thanked him, and told him to make some tea for himself, but Father just ordered him to clean the attic instead – I think he just wanted Kreacher as far away as possible. Kreacher, of course, followed Father's orders and not mine, because Father was more important than I am. Even if Kreacher told me he liked me better, he would still have to follow Father's orders preferentially because Father was head of the household.

Mother and Father began talking about the contents of the paper. Sirius and I weren't really listening, but I switched on when I heard the words 'killing' and 'worthless Mudbloods' in the same sentence. Mother and Father were talking about rumours of a 'Dark Lord' that wanted to rid the world of muggles and muggle-borns, and to my horror, they actually seemed to agree with his ideas. I couldn't help thinking of Ted Tonks and that he didn't deserve to die just because his parents weren't wizards. I glanced at Sirius. He looked as disgusted as I felt.

I desperately needed to change the subject.

"Father, please may I leave the table," I said. When Father nodded, I asked. "Father, can I borrow an envelope, and can I use Athena to send a letter to Rebecca?" Athena was our owl, and Becky (Rebecca) was the only person my family approved of me playing with that was actually nice. She was a Pureblood, but her family were not thought of as Blood Traitors and were all in Ravenclaw, not Slytherin. As girls went, she was really nice, and she was clever, unlike Millicent Crabbe, who my parents insisted that I talk to on a regular basis.

Father said yes, and I left the table to choose an envelope from the study. I chose the biggest one I could find, because believe it or not, I wasn't just sending a letter. I wanted to write a letter to Stephannie but I obviously couldn't tell my father that.

I rushed upstairs and put the envelope to one side. I still had an hour or two before we had to go out, so I looked under the bed for the book my cousin had given me last night. Andromeda had been to see Ted again, and had picked up the book Steph said she would lend me. Steph had said that I was allowed to come and play any time I wanted, but I wished I could have gone too that day. Andromeda had explained to them that I was injured and I couldn't play properly, so I'd have to send her the book I wanted to lend through owl post, which would be a shock to the muggles.

The book Stephannie had sent me was about magical creatures such as elves and pixies, as well as beasts like griffins and unicorns. I opened it next to 'Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them' so that I could compare them. It was interesting to see that the muggle version of the book was almost exactly the same as the wizarding one, although the muggle one didn't have as much detail on uses of parts of the animal. However, I think that was because muggles didn't make potions like we did – I think Andromeda said they did something called 'mecidal research' to find cures for things instead.

I then turned my attention to writing the letter. As well as thanking my friend for giving me the book, I also needed to tell her about the conversation at breakfast. If there was a new Dark Lord killing Mudbloods, then Ted, and Stephannie and Ryan by extension, would be targeted. I had to warn her.

_Dear Stephannie,_

_Thank you for lending me that book. I compared to it to one of mine, and it is very similar to what wizards think. I know I shouldn't be telling you all this at all, but Andromeda says not to believe what Bella tells me, and it was Bella that told me not to tell non-wizarding people about magic. _

_I'm really sorry I couldn't play yesterday. I hurt myself falling down the stairs. I don't think I will be able to play either today because Father has promised Sirius he will take him to Diagon Alley to get broomsticks, and he says I can go too. I also have other bad news. Father says there is a new dark wizard, who wants to hurt all non-magical people and people who have parents that can't do magic. I really hope he doesn't hurt you, and if he does, I will try and get Andromeda to protect you. Maybe I can even persuade Bellatrix to as well, but she doesn't really like people who can't do magic. Don't be scared._

_I've enclosed the book all about Hogwarts that I told you about. Sorry it's so long. I hope you like it._

_Reggie Black._

I slipped 'Hogwarts: A History' , which Stephanie had said sounded interesting, and 'Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them', as well as the letter into the envelope, glad that Father kept a supply of magically charmed enveloped that kept the packages light and small once they were sealed. As I wrote Stephannie's name and address onto the envelope, I wished I had written them before putting the things into the envelope as my writing looked terrible. I attached it to Athena's leg, hoping she would be able to find the muggle address.

Athena flew off out of the window just in time before Father came in to collect me. Mother and Sirius were waiting for us downstairs in the hallway.

"Regulus, hold onto my hand, and Sirius hold your mother's hand. We're going to be travelling by side-along apparition," said Father.

"Why can't we just use the floo network?" moaned Sirius. He looked as if he was about to be sick at the suggestion.

"Firstly, because Regulus-" began Father.

"I know Regulus hates floo powder, but I hate apparating. Why is it always about what Regulus wants?" said Sirius. I hated apparating too, but I hated Floo Powder even more.

"If you'd let me finish," said Father, gritting his teeth, "you would know that I wasn't just thinking about Regulus. Do you remember what happened last time?"

That was probably a 'rhetorical question' because I don't think Sirius would ever forget what happened last time. He had ended up in a shop full of dark objects and dark arts books, in Knockturn Alley, and when someone had entered the shop, he had tried to hide in a big, tall cabinet. He had ended up in a muggle village in the middle of nowhere, and had been extremely lucky that one inhabitant had been a wizard and called the Ministry. Otherwise we might never have found him.

Sirius just nodded his head in reply, embarrassed that Father had brought it up. Father always brought up times that Sirius had ended up in danger when he wanted to persuade Sirius to do something or make him behave well. I'd never told him, but I had actually been quite worried when he disappeared. Bellatrix said there was a cabinet like it at Hogwarts called the vanishing cabinet – I wasn't sure if I believed her, but I'd warned Sirius about it anyway.

Apparating made me feel sick and my arm started throbbing again, but when I recovered, Father led us through the street towards the broomstick shop. He was only going to buy a broomstick for Sirius, but he told me I was allowed to choose something to take home. I walked over to the broomstick accessories section, which had all sorts of things such as broomstick servicing kits, books, and extra things for Quidditch. There was even a set of expanding goal hoops to put in the garden.

"Oh look it's ickle Regulus," said a voice from behind me. I turned around to see Evan Rosier - a boy I didn't much like, standing with his older brother. Although he had only just turned nine (I was nine and a quarter), Evan was two inches taller than me. He revelled in the glory of being taller than me every time I saw him. Evan's brother Tristan was ten and would be going to Hogwarts next year with Sirius.

"Hello Evan," I sighed.

"I can't believe your Daddy's actually buying you a broom – you break everything!" giggled Evan. Then he noticed my arm, which Kreacher had put in a sling after helping me get dressed. "What happened to _you_, Regulus? Did you fall out of bed again?" he asked.

I didn't want to admit to Evan that Father was only buying a broom for Sirius or that I'd managed to fall down the stairs. I noticed that Tristan's arm was also bandaged, although it wasn't in a sling and barely showed beneath his clothes, so it was hardly their place to say anything about mine. However, I didn't have to because Father chose that exact moment to come over:

"Good morning, Evan, Tristan. I didn't expect to see you here. Are you spending that Birthday money of yours?" he asked, mainly talking to Evan. The Rosier family gave their children money as well as their expensive presents so that they could choose even more presents. Their parents' lack of discipline meant that all three siblings were spoilt, even more so than other rich Purebloods such as the Malfoy and Macmillan family, and that they had free will to do whatever they wanted without consequence, including bullying me. Evan's oldest sibling had even tried practising stinging hexes on me once.

"Yes, Mr. Black. I've saved up my Christmas and Birthday money to buy this year's _Nimbus 1971_ and a broomstick servicing kit," said Evan.

"That's a very good broom, Evan. I think Sirius is leaning towards buying that one too, but it's getting harder to keep up with the latest models now - I've heard they've been increasing the rate of the new broomstick releases so that there'll be more than one a year soon," said Father. There had been an article in the _Daily Prophet _about this a few days ago. The _Nimbus _company were going to release their next broom in October this year instead of the new January and it would be called the _Nimbus 1972. _The _Nimbus 1973 _would be released next May and all future broomsticks would be out of sync with the year. "And what about you, Tristan?" added Father.

"Tristan is getting a Beater's bat because Damien keeps hitting bludgers at him in the garden," supplied Evan, as if that was perfectly normal behaviour for brothers. Damien Rosier was thirteen and even worse than Evan was.

"That doesn't sound very healthy," said my father. Evan's brother kept his eyes on the floor as if he wanted the ground to swallow him whole.

"What broom is Regulus getting?" Evan asked, talking as if I wasn't there.

"Oh, we're not getting a broom for Regulus today. Quidditch is too dangerous for Regulus and it wouldn't be fair on Sirius if we bought a broom for Regulus too, when Sirius has wanted one for so long," said Father.

"Oh, that's a shame," Evan said. I could see the corners of his lips turning upwards as if he was trying not to smirk.

"It was a pleasure to talk to you two, but I really must be going now. Sirius is waiting for me," my father said. "I'll meet you by the counter when you've chosen something, Regulus."

When my Father had gone back to Sirius and Mother again, Evan spluttered with laughter that he'd been trying to contain. "Quidditch is too dangerous for Regulus," he repeated, laughing at me. "What are you going to get?"

There wasn't any point at all in buying Quidditch gloves, or a beater's bat, when I didn't actually own a broomstick, so I chose a book all about the sport so I would know what position to play when I got to Hogwarts. I ran back in the direction Father had gone and away from Evan Rosier.

Sirius, of course, had chosen the fastest and most expensive broom he could find (the same one Evan had chosen), and because Father was quite rich, he'd bought the broom without question. I wasn't jealous because hopefully Father would buy me a broomstick when I was older.

Father then went off to buy some potions ingredients, leaving Sirius and I with Mother. Mother was not in the slightest bit interested in broomsticks so became quite impatient when Sirius continued looking at broomstick accessories. As I had already acquired all I needed from the Quidditch supplies shop, I went outside with Mother while we waited for Sirius.

We soon spotted my friend Rebecca and her parents outside Flourish and Blots, and I ran up to meet them. Becky ran up to meet me too, her long blonde hair streaming behind her.

"Hey Reggie, guess what?" she said, after giving me a bone crushing hug (this actually hurt a lot, but I didn't want her to think I didn't like her, so I said nothing about it).

"What?" I asked, curious. Mother was giving her a disapproving look, both for hurting me and for acting brashly in public.

"Sekhmet's had kittens!" she said.

"Wow! How many?" Sekhmet was one of Rebecca's cats; she had two female cats called Sekhmet and Bast. I'd always wanted a cat or a dog, but somehow my parents had never got round to buying me one. Sirius II was fun to play with, but he wasn't really a dog and didn't roll over or fetch like a real dog either.

"Four. You can have one if you like," she said, "come to my place when you've finished shopping and you can choose one."

"Ok, but I have to ask Father first," I said. I hoped father would let me keep it. There was no real reason not to as we didn't live on a busy muggle road and there were no cars to squish it. Once I'd seen a cat get killed by a muggle car, and my parents had managed to convince me for a whole month that muggles were all evil just based on that fact.

"Yeah sure," she said, and then started giggling.

"What?" I mouthed.

"Over there," she said. I looked where she was pointing and saw her sister holding hands with a boy, and talking to him. She had a very dreamy, dopey expression on her face, and so did he. "They went on a date yesterday," she said, laughing hysterically.

"What did they do?" I asked, knowing it was likely to be something mad, like making weird explosions by missing random potion ingredients, or something. Becky's sister was crazy.

"They went," she began, but burst out laughing, "hunting for crumple-horned snorkaks."

"What?" I asked. "Those aren't in my book of magical creatures at all!"

"I don't think they are real. I think her boyfriend invented them," Rebecca told me. It seemed an odd thing to do, but I supposed it might be quite fun believing in fantasy creatures (I supposed most muggles classed Hippogriffs and Unicorns as fantasy creatures). I didn't want to try it though – hunting for things that didn't exist was a bit silly. I watched as my best friend's sister kissed the boy, while we made gagging noises, and then Father came along and called me over.

"Regulus, it's time to go home now," said Father. "We've got everything we came for."

"Father, Rebecca's cat's had kittens. Can I have one?" I asked.

"I don't see why not."

…..

That afternoon, I sat and played with my new kitten. Father had agreed to let me keep one, and I had chosen a little grey tabby. She had lots of stripes like a tiger, so I'd called her Tigress, after a female tiger. She had been the only stripy cat in the litter – the others had been two plain black cats, and a patchy brown cat.

I was in my bedroom with her because Sirius wasn't talking to me. I think he was jealous because I was paying more attention to the kitten than to him, but he hadn't been talking to me before I got the kitten anyway.

She was playing with a ball of wool I'd found in a cabinet downstairs, when I heard a knock on the window. It was Athena, returned from her epic journey to Steph's house. I opened the window to let her in. Tigress rushed under the bed in fright as the owl swooped into the room – so much for being the daughter of a lion goddess. I untied the letter from the bird's leg, and sat down on the bed to read it. Athena flew off to Father's window instead.

I read the letter:

_Dear Reggie,_

_Thank you for the book. I've only read the first chapter, but I'm finding it really interesting to learn about wizards and the enchanted castle. My Mum came in to make me tidy my room again and she was really shocked to see me reading such a thick book. I'm glad you are enjoying the book I gave you._

_I am a bit worried about this dark wizard you mentioned, but if you think Andy can protect me, then I shan't panic. I showed Ryan your letter, and he's quite worried, but he told me not to tell anyone else about it. He knows all about wizards from Ted of course because the two of them have been best friends since they were three years old, and they don't keep secrets from each other. He told me that the reason you are not allowed to tell us non-magic folk about magic is because of something called the 'statue of secrecy' or something like that. He says it's actually against the law, so we really have to keep our exchanges secret from now on. He also found it very amusing that I was reading your book._

_I hope you are better soon, and can come and play. It's still the Easter Holidays here, so I will be able to play every day. After that, I will have to go to school, so you can only come around after 3.30pm._

_See you soon,_

_From Steph._

I folded the letter, and hid it in the draw next to all my socks and things where Mother hopefully wouldn't find it. (Father usually kept out of my bedroom and Mother never opened any of the draws of cupboards – it was Kreacher's duty to clean my room, not theirs.) The most obvious thing to do would have been to burn it, but I wanted to keep it because it felt like something special – my first letter from a muggle. I wrote a reply to post later.

…..

_AN: Thanks for reading. Thanks especially to 'BlackWolf2013', who has been reading this since the start, and to 'Pauchalina' for favouriting the story. Thanks also to '__Booklover99899__' and to__ 'Siriusbarks' for your recent reviews in general. I would also like to thank 'HP Fann 7' for continued support while I wrote the first version of this story._

_Please tell me what you think._


	4. Chapter 4

_Disclaimer: I do not own 'Harry Potter' or any of the associated characters or locations in this chapter. The only character that is mine is the cat, and I got the idea for that from Loki-mischief-maker._

**Chapter Four: Rodolphus Gets Nasty**

It had been a week since my trip to the hospital and now I was fully healed. Tonight, we would be holding a ball to celebrate Bellatrix's last birthday as a Black. She was going to be nineteen, so would be ten years older than me. The ball was to be held at Grimmauld Place and not Cissy's house, because our house was bigger and had a grander reception hall and ballroom area. I wasn't really looking forward to it: Bellatrix's school friends, who all hated me, would be attending, as well as loads of second cousins and family members that I didn't really like much. The Malfoys, Mulcibers and Rosiers would also be attending, mostly because their parents, my parents and my aunt and uncles had all been friends at Hogwarts. Bellatrix had not had much say in the venue or guests.

Right now, I was playing in my bedroom with Narcissa, who had come round early. She had told me I was to spend the whole night dancing with her. She was the only invitee around my age that I actually got on well with. Or rather, the only person close to our age that Narcissa got along with was me: I supposed Garrick Mulciber was alright – he only ever had contact with me when Evan Rosier was also there, and so any teasing he did was probably because of Rosier's influence.

"Cissy, please don't. She doesn't like it," I said, watching as my cousin tried to dress up Tigress in her doll's clothes. I don't know why Narcissa had packed several dolls and their outfits as well as her own outfit for tonight, but she had, and it was annoying that she thought she could dress a _cat _in _clothes._

"Yes she does," she said. She turned to Tigress, and started cooing like she was a baby or something. "Yes you do like it, don't you kitty?" she asked her. Tigress couldn't talk though, so she wasn't going to get a straight answer.

"Cissy, she's not a doll, she's-"

"Ow!" I didn't get to finish, because just then, Tigress scratched Cissy on the arm. It didn't draw blood, but still left visible marks.

"Told you she didn't like it," I said, laughing.

"Shut up," she replied, glaring at me. Just then, we were saved from another argument by Aunt Druella, who was now standing in the doorway.

"Children," she said (I hated being addressed like that), "it is time you got yourselves ready for this evening's celebrations. You have half an hour before the guests start arriving." I did what she asked and made Narcissa go away so I could change into my dress robes.

When I had changed, I looked in on Sirius's room. He was already changed and was sitting on his bed, probably plotting some prank to cause havoc at the party. I went to the end of the hallway and saw that Narcissa was already waiting for me. She was wearing a long, pale pink dress, and her hair was tied up so that she looked like one of the princesses in the fairy-tale books at Steph's house. She looked really pretty.

I followed her into the ballroom area, where she insisted that I practiced dancing with her, even though there was no music playing. I felt rather embarrassed, because Mother, Father, Bella, Andy, Aunt Druella and Uncle Cygnus were all watching us. Cissy didn't seem to mind and started swirling me around to some imaginary music that she was playing in her head. We danced faster and faster, and luckily I was good at it because Mother had insisted that Sirius and I took dance lessons. We then started being silly, and my cousin and I swung around in circles at increasing speed, until we both collapsed in a heap on the floor, laughing. Mother didn't look pleased, and told us we had better not do that when the guests arrived, which would be any minute now.

I excused myself to get a glass of water, and headed off to the kitchen where Kreacher could get me one – I would have got one for myself, but Mother had purposefully placed all of the glassware out of Sirius's reach. Knowing how clumsy I was, and how reckless Sirius could be, it was quite obvious why. I drank some of the cool liquid, and made my way back to my family, carrying the glass with me.

To my horror, though, when I reached the hallway, I saw something terrible happening. Rodolphus Lestrange and his brother were both standing in the hallway, wands pointed at Tigress.

"Show me the one for burning fur," said Rabastan, looking expectantly at his brother.

"You don't need a specific curse for that, brother. Just use _Incendio_," replied Rodolphus, in an exasperated tone. _Incendio_ was a spell Bellatrix had been using for as long as I could remember, and I was pretty sure it was listed somewhere in the first-year textbooks – the only school books my parents would let me look at.

"Oh. Alright then: _Incendio_," cast Rabastan. A ball of fire spat out of his wand and caught the end of Tigress's tail.

I reacted quickly, rushing forward and tipping the remainder of my glass of water over Tigress. I was shaking with anger. My cat had done nothing to hurt them, so why did they want to hurt her.

I turned to face the two brothers, who were already starting to discuss what spells to use next. I couldn't believe my Uncle Cygnus, who was usually nice, had allowed my cousin to marry into such a family of malicious, imbecilic sociopaths.

"Oh hello, _Regulus_. We were just trying to decide which curses we should cast on this fur ball here." They showed no dignity or embarrassment at having been caught; they seemed to think it was normal. Maybe it was in _their _household, but it certainly wasn't in mine. My cat had done nothing wrong and didn't need to be tortured or punished.

"That's my cat and want you to keep away from her," I said. I tried to be brave and stick up for her like Sirius would.

"Oooh, and what are you going to do about it?" asked Rodolphus, stepping closer so that he towered above me. Tigress moved to hide behind me, resting her head against the back of my ankle.

"Umm," I began. Suddenly I wasn't so sure arguing with Rodolphus was such a good idea. He was nineteen, like Bellatrix, but much a much more aggressive and powerful demeanour. I decided to change tactics and try and persuade the Lestranges that attacking a cat wasn't the best idea. "I don't see the point in practising curses on animals. If you want to practise a curse, do it on something that you would normally cast it on, something that could fight back if it wanted to – that's what curses are for," I said.

"Oh, and can you think of anyone like that who would let us practice curses on them? No, because they would fight back if they could," said Rabastan. I don't know why he asked a question, if he was going to answer it himself.

"Actually, if we join the Dark Lord, we are most likely to be casting curses on muggles and children," said Rodolphus to his brother. "Can you thinks of anyone more like that we could use?"

"Hmm, yes I can actually," said his brother. It didn't take much for me to realise that they meant me, but I was not going to let them hurt Tigress. They couldn't do much harm to me anyway, because Mother and Father were in the next room. They certainly couldn't kill me, because the Blacks were an important pureblood family, and it wouldn't look good on their family if they murdered me. They could also get sent to Azkaban for such a wrongdoing.

Therefore, I wasn't as scared as I should have been when Rabastan pointed his wand at me. He whispered "Crucio", which was one of the three unforgivable curses, but nothing happened.

"You idiot! Watch and learn," said his brother. This time when the curse hit me, there was so much pain, that the only thing stopping me from screaming was Rabastan's arm, which I had bitten down on hard when he attempted to hold me still. He didn't seem to mind though, maybe because it kept me quiet enough so that no one else could hear us. I couldn't think straight, so I had no idea how long I was under the curse for, but when they stopped, my whole body was shaking so much that I could hardly stand up.

"You have to really mean it. You have to want to cause pain," Rodolphus said. "Try it on the cat instead."

"P-please, d-d-don't hur-" I tried to say, but Rodolphus cut me off. I couldn't get the words out anyway, because I was shaking too much. My knees gave way, and I slid down the wall I was leaning against into a sitting position.

"Don't worry, we won't. Rabastan stop," he said. He pointed his wand at Tigress and muttered something that sounded like the killing curse, "Avada Kedavra," and then Tigress was still. I now understood what Sirius had said about my dream not being realistic – there was no blood whatsoever. Rodolphus picked up the kitten and threw it into my lap, and then the two brothers entered the ballroom, leaving me alone.

I didn't want to be in the hallway when the other guests arrived and I didn't want my family to see me as I was, so I dragged myself to the kitchen and sat myself on Kreacher's stool. Kreacher was cooking something and looked a little taken aback that I was sitting on his chair. At that moment in time, though, I really didn't care about Kreacher's feelings. I ordered him to take Tigress, and put her outside, so I could deal with her later. I just wanted to sit down and cry, but Blacks aren't allowed to cry, and someone could walk in at any minute.

I sat there shaking until Kreacher came back in. "Is Master Regulus upset?" asked Kreacher. I wanted to shout at him, and say that of course I was upset, I'd just watched my pet being killed, but I didn't – Kreacher was only trying to be nice, and he didn't deserve to be shouted at. It wasn't his fault. It wasn't really my fault either, but I couldn't help thinking that if I hadn't intervened, they would have just used 'Crucio' or 'Impedimenta' on Tigress instead.

Suddenly, there was a flash of light, and one of the saucepans caught fire. Kreacher immediately put the fire out, but the food he was cooking had already been burnt. The poor house-elf took a poker from the fireplace and began hitting himself with it.

"Kreacher no! I order you to stop hurting yourself with that stick!" I shouted. Kreacher stopped. However, I hadn't given him specific enough instructions, so he seized a dish, and smashed it over his head as an alternative way of punishing himself. It broke into hundreds of pieces, scattered all over the floor. "Kreacher you do not need to punish yourself for things like that. Go and get a broom – not Sirius's new one, use a cleaning one – and tidy up before Mother finds out you broke it," I ordered him.

While Kreacher was gone, though, Mother came into the kitchen. Perhaps she had heard the noise, or my shouting.

"What happened here, Regulus?" she asked. I didn't want Kreacher to get into trouble, so I lied to her. I'd witnessed enough killing for one day.

"I was going to use the dish Mother, but I slipped, and it broke," I told her.

"REGULUS!" she shouted. "You know you are not allowed to touch the crockery unless we are eating. What were you doing?"

I couldn't think of a suitable explanation, except that I was hungry, which wasn't acceptable, because we would be having dinner soon anyway. Mother dragged me upstairs, where she gave me severe telling off and a quick thrashing (enough to make me see sense without leaving bruises). After that, I felt too ashamed to come downstairs, so I stayed in my room. I could hear the sounds of the other guests arriving, but I didn't want to see them.

A few minutes later, I heard a gentle knocking on the door. It was Cissy. "Hey, what's up? I heard Aunty yelling at you," she said, coming in. "Oh my god, you've been crying! What did she do to you?"

"Nothing unusual, Cissy. I'm not crying because of her anyway," I told her. I wiped my eyes as another tear threatened to fall. I still felt shaken from Rodolphus's torture spell.

"What happened then?" she asked again.

"Promise you won't tell anyone," I said.

"I promise," she said. I told her everything, leaving out the bit where the Lestranges tortured me, and the bit about Kreacher. Cissy was upset too about Tigress; she had loved the kitten as much as I had. I sobbed into her shoulder, and she cried too. I told her I didn't want Bella to have to marry Rodolphus, because he was horrible, and I didn't want him to make her horrible too. I didn't say, but I couldn't help thinking of the dream I'd had a week ago about Bellatrix becoming a reckless murderer too. I hoped it would never happen, but if it did, I would blame Rodolphus and his awful brother.

…..

"Oh there you are. Listen, I've spiked the drinks with babbling potion and some of Father's Veritaserum stash so there should be some… What's the matter Cissa?" asked Sirius. I had heard Sirius talking before he'd entered the room, and he'd only stopped talking about his latest prank when he noticed Narcissa was crying. I was crying too, but I had my face buried in the crook of my cousin's neck so that Sirius couldn't see. Neither of us was in any state to answer him.

"What happened? Why is Regulus shaking?" Sirius continued. He was more observant than I'd thought then.

"T-tigress," stammered Narcissa. She was still crying and even I could hardly make out what she was saying. The words "killed", "Tigress" and "dead" were distinguishable, so she was obviously telling Sirius what had happened.

Sirius appeared unfazed at this news, but he came closer, handed her a handkerchief, and allowed us both to hug him around the middle. Sirius was always kind to me when I was upset even if he didn't understand the reason.

When she had dried her eyes, Narcissa stood up, and beckoned for me and Sirius to follow. Sirius held onto me tightly as we followed Narcissa downstairs so that I wouldn't fall – if I was clumsy enough to fall at the best of times, I was an utter hindrance when shaken from the Cruciatus curse. We tiptoed quietly past the room where the party was, and through the kitchen to the back door.

Tigress's body was lying on the grass outside. Her eyes had been closed for her by Kreacher so that it looked like she had just fallen asleep on the lawn, only she hadn't. I shakily picked up the kitten, and began to walk towards the back of the garden. Narcissa had picked up a spade, which Sirius took from her, knowing exactly what she was planning on doing; she would only do it clumsily and dirty her dress, therefore ensuring the wrath of her Mother. We buried the kitten in silence, with only an "I'll miss you," and "I'll never forget you."

…..

When he went back inside for dinner, my very angry Mother greeted us.

"Sirius, go and wash your hands. What in Merlin's name have you been doing?" she hissed, trying to stay unnoticed by the guests. I don't know why she bothered; they were all staring at us anyway. "Regulus, I thought I told you to stay in your room. Never mind, everybody's seen you now, so you might as well stay anyway. SIRIUS! GO AND WASH YOUR HANDS NOW!"

Sirius went and washed in the kitchen like she had been, and then joined everyone else for dinner. I was already seated next to Narcissa, and an empty chair had been left for Sirius to fill between me and Andromeda. I was now seated between my two favourite people in the room and so was Sirius, because Sirius definitely preferred Andromeda to Narcissa. As he sat down, Sirius noticed the worried looks Andromeda had been given me and quietly filled her in. I was glad of this, as I couldn't bear to talk about it all over again.

The atmosphere in the room was awful. Narcissa spent the whole time glaring at the Lestrange brothers, particularly at Rodolphus for hurting Tigress, and I couldn't open my mouth for fear of starting to cry again.

Sirius's potion ended up with everyone who had drunk it telling everyone else their dislike of one another, which resulted in many arguments, making the whole dinner an unpleasant experience. I felt bad for being in such a horrible mood as his other prank – turning every adult's hair green and silver - would have been funny if I wasn't so upset. Kreacher got the blame for that, which made me even more upset, but at least Sirius didn't get into trouble.

Basically, the meal was a disaster. The only person who actually enjoyed herself was Bellatrix, who watched gleefully as everyone else had a horrible time. The only remotely interesting thing that happened was towards the end when Rabastan said something that I couldn't quite hear, resulting in Narcissa swiping him across the face, digging her fingernails in hard enough to actually draw blood.

In the end, I was glad when the party was over, and we were all sent to bed.

…..

_AN: Thanks for reading again. Please tell me what you think._


	5. Chapter 5

_Disclaimer: I do not own 'Harry Potter' or any of the associated characters. Thanks to Aurora Borealis 1234 and Aleksandryna-Zinnaella for your reviews. _

**Chapter Five: New Creatures**

"Checkmate," I said as my knight and bishop cornered Kreacher's king into the top right-hand corner of the chess board.

"Would Master Regulus like to play another game?" the House Elf asked.

"No, you can go and make tea now, before Mother finds out you haven't been doing housework," I said. We'd already played about forty games of chess and I'd won every single game. Either Kreacher was bad at chess or he was letting me win: I suspected the former as I'd tried ordering him to beat me and I'd still won – Kreacher had then tried to burn his fingers for that but I hadn't let him.

I decided to go and find Sirius again. Term time was always boring what with Andromeda being at Hogwarts, Bellatrix and Narcissa being obsessed with Rodolphus and dolls respectively, and my father usually working. With only Mother and I for company, Sirius had retreated to his bedroom to do only Merlin knew what, saying he wanted to be left alone. However, after several hours I was bored and hopefully Sirius would have calmed down.

"Sirius?" I knocked on his bedroom door. "Can I play with you now?"

There was no answer.

"Sirius?" I asked. I banged on the door.

"No. I played with you all of yesterday, Reggie," Sirius answered. He sounded irritated.

"But that was yesterday," I said. "That was ages and ages ago."

"No it wasn't. And I spent all morning in lessons with you as well," said Sirius. He was referring to the four hours of lessons we had with Mother between breakfast and lunch every day, which we spent in silence learning sums, runes and 'research skills' by reading books from the family library and writing essays. Today I had learnt about fractions, spent an hour copying down Nordic runes, and written a foot-long essay about orchid varieties. The lessons were supposed to prepare us for Hogwarts where we would have to write essays for homework every day. When we had finished writing Mother would always go through what we had written so that we could write better in the future – children of the Black family could not go to Hogwarts and submit horrible essays.

"Yes but we had to be quiet," I said. "We weren't playing then." I waited for Sirius to respond but he didn't answer. "We could play on your broom, Sirius; wouldn't that be more fun than being on your own?"

"Go away, Regulus!" shouted Sirius, using my full name to show just how much he wasn't in a good mood with me.

I retreated back to my bedroom, looking for something else to do. I hoped Sirius's bad mood was just because Mother hadn't been happy with him during lessons rather than because he hated me. I caught sight of the book lying on my bedside table: _Manor House Gardens: A Guide to Landscaping and Flora _by Professor Alfred Rosier, also known as the most boring book in the world, had kindly been left there by Mother, who expected me to read the second chapter on 'climbers' by next morning. I knew why she'd chosen it – it was one of the only books in the family library that didn't include dark magic, which both my parents thought I was too little for – but that didn't make it any more interesting. The only thing I liked about it was the pictures.

I didn't want to read _that_ book right now, but that didn't mean I couldn't read another one. I rummaged under the bed to find my muggle books. I had recently given Stephannie back the book she gave me, as well as _Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them_ and _Tales of Beadle the Bard_, while she had given me back _Hogwarts: A History_ and lent me _Animals of the World _and _Grim's Fairytales_. I'd already read both of them cover to cover already.

I chose to look at the animal book again and draw pictures of some of the animals. There were so many animals in there and most of them were ones I had never seen before. I had never seen a lot of the animals in _Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them _but I believed my parents and Anrdomeda, who'd taken Care of Magical Creatures as one of her options, that they were real. These new creatures, I wasn't so sure about. Stephannie had told me that there was a muggle zoo in London where I could see them, but I knew Mother and Father would never let me go.

I turned to the page on African mammals as this was my favourite. It was hard to believe that there was such a variety of animals that didn't even have magic. What's more, it had been muggles that had explored and classified all of the animals into categories, whilst none of library books I'd read had mentioned any non-magical animals that weren't native to Great Britain. Copying from the book, I drew long grass at the bottom of the paper. I then drew a gazelle, a zebra and an okapi (which I thought were the prettiest animals) eating some trees.

I felt warm breath on the back of my neck. "What is that supposed to be?" asked Sirius, pointing at the okapi. He must have entered the room at some point while I was drawing.

"What does it look like Sirius?" I asked. I didn't really blame him for not knowing. I'd never seen one until I read the muggle book.

"It looks like a deer with stripy legs," he said. I pointed out that it was actually more like a giraffe than a deer, but then I had to show Sirius what a giraffe was in the muggle book.

"It's called an Okapi," I told him.

"How come I've never seen one before?" asked Sirius.

"It lives in Africa and we live in London where there are no animals anyway," I explained. Then when Sirius looked as if he was going to ask something else, I added, "It also isn't in any of the other books because it isn't a magical creature, and you've hardly read anything you weren't told to." I wasn't sure if I should add that I had been reading a muggle book.

Sirius thought for a moment, and then looked as if he had just remembered something. "Oh yeah, Mother says dinner is ready," he said.

…..

By the time we had eaten dinner, it was six 'o' clock in the afternoon. Sirius and Mother had had another argument about blood purity, and although I knew Sirius was right, I had kept quiet – I had been scared to back Sirius up ever since Mother had told me about punishing us harder if I got involved. When the shouting match was over, Sirius was told to stay in his room for the remainder of the day, which didn't make much difference, as it was probably where he was planning to spend his time anyway.

The next day, Mother was still in a terrible mood, so I asked Father if I could go to Becky's house instead. Father took me, and I was very nervous, as this would be the first time I'd seen her since Diagon Alley. I'd been avoiding talking to her since Tigress was… since my kitten died, and I owed her an explanation as to why I hadn't spoken to her for a month. I just hadn't known what to tell her.

Father knew what I was worried about, because when we arrived, he had a quiet word with Becky's mother about it, and then she told Becky quietly. I was thankful that father had talked to them for me, for now I wouldn't have to mention it, and I wouldn't get upset about it again. Sekhmet, who looked like a larger version of Tigress, wound herself around my legs and purred softly. She looked so much like Tigress had, that I couldn't help thinking about it.

We waited until Father left until we started talking properly. I told Becky how boring my life was back at home, and she told me how much more interesting hers was.

"Oh, by the way, Xenophilius told me to tell you that your head is full of wrackspurts," said her sister to me, poking her head around the doorframe.

"What's a wrackspurt?" I asked. Over the past few days I'd come to realise that there were a lot of creatures that I knew nothing about.

"It's a tiny creature that floats through your ears and makes your brain go fuzzy," she said. Then, noticing Becky had cracked up laughing, she added, "and they're real you know. Xenophilius lent me his spectrespecs so that I can see them too. And he's right. Your heads are both full of them."

When she had gone, I ended up laughing too: Becky's laughter was infectious. "I don't care if she can see them with the spectrespecs," said Becky, "I refuse to believe that my head is full of tiny creatures." I myself wasn't quite so sure. I had recently been feeling quite 'fuzzy' or 'dizzy', but I wasn't sure whether that was because of the 'wrackspurts' or because Rodolphus kept using me to teach his brother how to do unforgivable curses. Actually, considering the things Becky's sister usually came out with, I decided it was more likely to be the latter reason.

"Becky, I've got something I need to tell you. Can you keep it secret for me?" I said. I'd decided to tell Becky about Stephannie, because her parents thought it was okay to talk to muggles, and as far as I knew, she did too. I already knew she could keep secrets because she had done so before, but I needed her to know to keep it secret anyway.

"You know I can, Reggie."

"Well," I began, "my cousin introduced me to a muggle."

"And?"

"She'd nice. She's called Stephannie, or Steph, and she's completely normal like you are, intelligence wise. She's been writing me letters and sending me books to, and there's so many things that we don't know about muggles. They've got all these inventions and know things that we don't know."

"I'm glad you've finally opened your eyes to muggles. They're really not like how your parents describe them," my friend said. Although I knew her parents tolerated muggles (it was one of the reasons my parents sometimes argued about letting me see her), they never talked about them in front of me, so I didn't know how much they knew. From the expression on Becky's face – that none of this information was new to her – I knew that her parents must have told her a lot more about muggles than I'd thought.

"I know. Mother had me believe they couldn't even think for themselves," I said. The two of us talked about what we knew of the muggle world before I thought of the brilliant plan of introducing Becky and Stephannie to each other. The two of us set off to Stephannie's house.

It was lucky that I remembered where it was. It took us over an hour to get there because we had to walk from Becky's house to near where Andromeda lived, and then to Steph's house from there. As always, Steph's Mother was delighted to have guests round, even though she didn't know Becky.

Stephannie was playing outside, so her mother let us out the back. It was the first time that I had ever seen her garden, and it was very small – smaller than our kitchen at home. There was a small round pool in the middle of the lawn with a pretend dolphin floating in the water. I ran towards my muggle friend, who was just dressed in a swimming costume and dripping wet, and stopped just in front of her.

"Hi Reggie!" she said brightly.

"Hi," I said. "This is my friend Rebecca-" I began, but Becky elbowed me in the ribs. "I mean this is Becky. She wanted to meet you."

"Hi Steph. Did you know your head is full of wrackspurts?" she said, in a perfectly dreamy imitation of her sister.

"What's a wrackspurt?" asked Stephannie. "Those weren't in that book you gave me."

"It wouldn't be. I think my sister or her boyfriend made them up," said Becky in her normal voice. I think Steph looked relieved that she wasn't actually completely bonkers.

"So, do you two want to play?" she asked. I said yes, and so did Becky. If we got soaking wet, Becky's parents would be able to make us dry again anyway. I took off my shoes and socks, and Becky tucked her dress into her pants so it would get wet. I thought it looked pretty stupid, but I didn't bother telling her that. We played at jumping in the water, then catch with her dolphin, and then tag in bare feet until her mother called us in for a drink.

We all sat down in the living room with towels underneath us so that we wouldn't make the chairs all wet. When her Mother had gone out of the room to make something called 'Hot Chocolate' (it turned out to be sweet cocoa and Becky said you could also buy it at Honeydukes in Hogsmeade), Steph started asking awkward questions:

"So who's this dark lord person, you were telling me about in the letters, Reggie," she said. Becky gasped, shocked that I'd told this to a muggle.

"Well, I don't really know much about him, but it is sometimes talked about over dinner with important people. He is someone who doesn't like non-magical people and wants to only have a society with wizards in it," I said.

"My parents think it's a terrible idea," said Becky. Her parents had always been neutral when it came to war, even the one with Grindelwald.

"Mine actually agree," I said sadly. "And I know Rodolphus and his brother are really keen to join up. I hate both of them right now though."

"You won't join will you?" Steph asked.

"Of course I won't," I said. "I'd rather have my arm chopped off than join."

"What if they don't give you that option though? What if they say 'kill all these people, or we'll kill you'?" she asked.

"Then I'll just have to die then won't I," I said.

...

_That's all for today. That's the first chapter I've re-written that was actually only one chapter to start with. I'm not sure what purpose it had other than character-building. Changes made: more chess with Kreacher, the actual details of the lessons, and more direct rather than reported speech. _

_Please tell me what you thought. Thanks._


End file.
